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Hampton Court, for his country home, The whole land 1651 acclaimed him, for the cause in which he had triumphed was the cause of England, He had soared beyond the leadership of a faction, and become the pillar of the hopes and the centre of the desires of a people, For an hour, but only for an hour, the dark shadow of sacrilege was, even for most royalists, dispelled by the blaze of patriotic glory. He was saluted as Imperator and Dominus by a bad poet, and there was no complaint. " This man," said Hugh Peters, who understood the popular mind, "will yet be King of England."1 Conjectures about what might have been are a futile business, but it seems certain to me that if Oliver, at this supreme moment of his fame, had announced that England demanded a monarchy and had offered himself as the monarch, both army and nation would have submitted with few dissenters.

But such thoughts were far from his mind. He made a leisurely journey towards London, through the vale of Avon which drowsed in the mellow September light, revelling in the sights and scents of his familiar fields-he who for so long had been an exile. The malaise of body and mind was over. Some reconciliation had been wrought in his spirit between the things of time and the things of eternity, and he had recaptured his delight in the visible world. After all his exaltations and agonies he was again the genial countryman, At Aylesbury he was met by a dignified deputation from parliament bearing compliments, but also by some one more to his liking, for Mr Winwood, the member for Windsor, was there and had brought his falcons. Joyfully as in his old fenland days the Lord General went " out of the way a-hawking."

i Ludlow, I. 344.